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Nym. Iftallhaucmy Noble? 
Pift. In cafh, moft iuftly payd. 
Njm. Well, then chat the humor oft. 

Enter Hofteffe. 

Hoft* A-s euer you. come of women, come in quickly 
to fir lohn : A poore heart, hee is fo fhak'd of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that it is moi! lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 

Nym. The King h3th ran bad humors on the Knight, 
that's the euen of it. 

f>ift. Hym, thou haft fpoke the right, his heart is fra- 
med and corroborate. 

Nym. The Kingis'agood*King,butkn]uftbeeas it 
may :hepaffesfome humors, and carrccrcs. 

Pift. Let vs condole the Knight, for (Lambekins)we 
will Hue. 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, cjr Weftmerland. 
'Bed Fore God his Grace is bold to truft thefe traitors 
Exe. They (hall be apprehended by and by. 
Weft Mow fmooth and eucn they do bear tlxmfelues, 
As ifallegeance in their bofomes fate 
Crowned with faith, and conftant loyalty 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception, which they dreamc not of. 

Exes Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow. 
Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious fauours ; 
That he fhould for a forraigne purfe, fo fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and treachery. 

Sound Trumpets. 
Enter the King, Scroope ^Cambridge y and Cray. 
King. Now fits the winde faire, and we will aboord. 
My Lord of 'Cambridge , and my kinde Lord ofMafoam, 
And you my gentle Knight, giue mc your thoughts: 
Thinke you not that rhepowres we beare with vs 
Will cut their paffage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the a£ie, 
For which we haucinhcad affcmbledthem. 
. Scro. No doubt my Liege,if each man do his beft.- 
Kmg. I doubt not that, fince we are well perfwaded 
We carry not a heart with vs from hence, 
That growes not in a faire confent with ours: 
Nor leaue not -one behinde, that doth not vviflv 
Succefie and Couqueft to attend on vs. 

Cam* Neuerwas Monarch better fcar'd and lou'd, 
Then is your Maietty ; there's not I thinke a fubieft 
That fits in heart-grecfe and vncafinelTe 
Vnder the fweet fhade cfyour gouernaient. 

Kxi. True : thofe diat were your Fathers enemies, 
Haue ftcep'd their gauls in hcny, f and do ferucyou 
With hearts create of duty, and of zcalc. 

King. We therefore haue great caufe of tbankfulnes, 
And fliall forget the office of our hand 
Sooner then quittance of defevt and merit, 
.According to the weight and worthinelTe. 

Scro. So feruicefnall with Reeled fin ewe s toy I c, 
|And labour fhall refrefh it felfe with hope 
'To do your Grace inceiTant fcruices. 
; King. Weludgen^IciTe^ .VnklcoffAV^r, 
tulargerhc man committed yefterday, 
That rayl'd againftour pcrfon: Wcconfidcr 
It was excefle.of Wine, that fet him on, 
And on hismore aduicc, We pardon him# 

Scro* That's mercy, but too.muehfecurity : 
Let him b^ptitii^'dSoueraigneJeaft example } x 
Breed (by bisftrfrerance) more of fuch a kind. 
King. Olet vs yet bemercifull. 
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Cam. SomayyourHrghnefle^id^^ 
Af T Sl ^ 0 ^ h ^greatmerc y if^ 
After the tafteofmuch corrcftion y g,Uc hi 

King. Alas, your too much loue and. 
Are heauy Orifons 'gainft this poore "1?^°^, 
If littlefaultsproceeding on di^p* ^ 
Shall not be wink'd at, how fliall we ftrerrk 
W hen capitall crimes, chew'd, fwalW c I 


^ppeare before vs ? Wee'l yet inlarge that 
Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Gray - 

And tender preferuation of our oevfon r dc <*e 
\at~ia\ A, 9 . . r vlA °n 


c trian 
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Who are the late Commiflioncrs \ 

Cam. I one my Lord, 
Your Highneffe bad me aske for it to d 
Scro. So did you me my Liege, 
Cray. And I my Royall Soueraigne 
King.ThcnRiehardEaTk of Camiriie tl* • 
There yours Lord Scroope o(iMafbm%S^y 
Gray ot Northumberland, th 5 s fame is year! i * k 
Reade them, and know I know your worrhin /r 
My Lord oimftmerland, and Vnkl^S^^ 
We will aboord to night. Why how now C i 
What 1 ec you in thofe papers, that you loofc ^ 

So much complexion ? Looke ye how thev ch* 
T heir chcekes are paper. Why, what reade v. i 
That haue fo cowarded and chae'd your blood ' 
Outofapparance. 

Cam. 1 do confeffe my fault, 
And do fubmit me to your Highneffe mercy, 

Cray m Scro. To which we ailappealc. 

King. The mercy that was quickeinvs but W 
By your owne counfaile is fupprcft and kill'd • \ 
You muft not dare (for fhame) to taike of iner Cy 
For your owue reafons turnc into your bofo^J* 
As dogs vpon their maimers, worrying you : " ' 
See youmy Princes, and my Noble Pccres 
TheieEngliilimonfiets ; My Lord of^'^hcerc 

You Know how apt ourioue was, to accord ! 
Tofurmfh with all appertinents 
Beionging.to hii Honour \ and this man, 
Hath for a few light Crownes, lightly confpVd 
And fwr.me vnto the praclifes of France 
To kill vs hcere in Hampton* To the which, 
This Knight no leffe for bounty bound to Vs' 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewife fwcinc. ButO, 
What fnall I fay to thee Lord ^r^tbou crucll, ' 
Ingratefuil, fausge,and inhumane Creature ? 
Thou that did ft beare the key of all my compiles, 
That knew'fl the verybpjtome of my fonlc, 
That (almoftj might'fl haue coyn'dme intoGolde, 
Would'fi thou haue praxis 'd on mc, for thy vfe > 
May it be pofsible, that forraigne hyer 
Could out of thee extract one Jparke of euill 
That might annoy my finger ? Tis fo ftrange, 
That though the truth of it (lands offasgrpiTe 
Asblacke and white, my eye will icarfcly fee it. 
Treaion,and murther, euer kept together, 
As two yoake diuels fwornc to eythers purpofe, 
Working fo groffely in an natural! caufc, 
That admiration did not hoope at them. 
But thou (gainft all proportion) didft bring in 
Wonder to waite on rreafon, and on murther : 
And whatfoeucr cunning fiend it was 
That wrought vpon theefo prepofteroufly, 
Hath got the voyce in hell for excellence : 

hi 
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. Jothcr diuels'that fuggeft by treafons, 
no botch and bungle v P damnation, 
^ th patches, colours, and with formes being fetcht 
I * alirt'nne fembianccs of piety : 
K he that tempered thee, bad thee fland vp, 
? u e thee no intfance why thou fliouldft do treafon, 
V leffe to dub thee with the name of Traitor. 
a h3t 7ame Daemon that hath guli'd thee thus, 
* . u |d with his Lyon - gate walkc the whole world, 
a en lioht returne to valhe Tartar backe, 
Indwell the Legions, I canneuer win \ 
a foiilefo eafie as that Engliihmans. 
Qh how hart thou with icaloufie infe^ied 



\yh'y lb diaH thou.Seeme they religious ? 

Whv f° ° r are ch 5 y { P zrc in ^ iCt > 

Free from grofie pafsion, or of mirthj orangery 
Confab in fpit it, not (weruing with the blood,. 
Garniflul and deck'd in modeft complement, 
Hot working with the eye,without the eare, 
And but in purged judgement trufting neither, 
Such and fo finely bouked didft thou fecme: 
And thus thy fall hath left a kinde of blot, 
fo make ch'ee full fraught man, and befi indued 
With (omefufpition, 1 will weepe for thee. ' 
For this reueltofthine, me thinkes is, like 
Another fall of Man. Their faults arc open, 
Aireft thern to the anfvver of the La w,J 
And God-acquit them of their pra&ifes* 

Exe. Iarreftthce of High Treafon, by the name of 
Richard Earle of Cambridge . 

Iarreft chee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Lord Scroope of CMtrfham. 

I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name o^Thomas 
Grey, Knight of Northumberland, 

Scro. Our purp3fes, God iuftly hath difcoucfd, 
And I repent my fault more then rnj death, 
Which I befeech your Highneffe to forgiue,i 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam. For me, the Gold of France did not feduce,S 
Although I did admit it as a motine, 
The fooner to efFccT: what i intended : 
But God be thanked for pretention, 
Which in fufFer3nce heartily will reioyce, 
Befeeching God, and you, to pardon mec. 

Gray. Neuer did faithfuil fubieft more reioyce 
At the difcouery of moft dangerous Treafon, 
Then I do ar this houre ioy ore my felfe, 
Preuentcd from a damned enterprize ; 
My fault, but not my body, pardon Soueraigne. 

King. God quit you in his mercy:Hear your fentence 
You haue confpir'd againft Our Royall perlbn, 
Ioyn'd with an enemy proclaimed, and from his Coffers, 
Receyu'd the Golden Earneft ofOur death : 
^herein you would haue fold your King to (laughter, 
HisPrinces,andhisPeercs to feruitude,* 
HisSubieclsto opprefsioh, and contempt,^ 
And his whole Kingdom? into defolation : 
Touching o?ir perfon, feeke we no reuenge, 
ButweourKingdomes Gfety tuuft fo tender, 
Whoferuine-you fought, that to her Lawe« 

do deliuer you. Get you therefore hence, 
(Pooremiferablc wrctches)to your death: 
The tafte whereof, God of his mercy giue 


You patience to indure, and true Repentance 
Of all your dcare offences. Beare them hence. Exit. 
Now Lords for France: the enterprife whereof 
Shall be to you a$ vs,Hke glorious. 
Wc doubt not of a faire and luckie Warre, 
Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Treaf on,lurking in our way, 
To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now, 
But eucry Rubbe is fmoothed on our way. 
Then forth t deareCountrey men : Let vsdeliuer 
Our Puiffance into the hand of God, 
Putting it ftraight in expedition. 
Chearely to Sea,the fignes of Warre atluance, 
No King of England, if not King of France. Tlcwify. 
Enter fifto^Nim^Bardolph^oy.and flcftefe. 
Hofteffe. 'Pry thee honey fweet Husband 3 let me bring 
thee to Staines. 

Piftoll. No: for my manly heart doth erne. "Bardolph^ 
beblythc: iV/«? 5 rowic thy vaunting Vcines: Boy,briule 
thy Courage vp : for Falftajfe hee is dead, and wee mull 
erne therefore. 

"Bard. Would I were with him, wherefomere hee is, 
eyther in Heauen,or in Hell. 

Hofteffe: Nay fure,hees not in Hell : hec's in Arthurs 
Bofome,if euer man went to Arthurs Boiome : a made a 
finer end.and went awav and it had beencany Chriflome 
Child: a parted eu'n iuft betweeneTwclue aiidOnejeu'n 
at the turning o'tiv Tydc: for after I faw him fumble with 
the Shcets,and play with Flowers^nd fmile vpon his fin- 
gers end, I knew there was but one w?.y: for his Nofe w^s 
as fharpe as a Pen 3 and a Table of grcenc fields. How now 
Sir lohn (quoth I ?) what man ? be a good chcare : fo a 
cryeef out,God,God,God,three or foure times nowj, 
to comfort him, bid him a Oiould not thinke of God; I 
hop'd there was no needc to trouble himfelfe with any 
fuch thoughts yet : fo a bad me lay more Clothes on hi % 
feet : 1 put my hand into the Bed, and felt them,and they 
were as cold as any ftone : then I felt to his knees^and fo 
vp-peerd,and vpward,and all was as cold as any flone. T ! 
Nim. Thcyfay hecryedoutbf Sack. 
Hofteffe. J ? thatadid. 
'Bard. And of Women. 
Hofteffe. Nayahac adid not. 

Boy. Yes that a did, and faid they were Denies incar- 
nate. 

IFoman. A could neuer abide Carnation, 'twas a Co- 
lour he lieuer lik'd. 

'Boy. A faid once^ the Deule would haue him about 
Women. 

Hofteffe. A did in Tome fort(indeedJhandle Women: 
but then hee was rurnatique, and talk'd of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

*Boy. Doe you not remember a faw a Flea fHcke vpon- 
Bardolphs Nofe^and a faid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell. 

Bard. Well,the fuell is gone that maintain^ that fire: 
that's all the Riches I got in his feruice. 

Nim. Shall wee fhogg ? the King will be gone from 
. Southampton. 

Pift. Comejlet's away. My Loue,giue me thy Lippes : 
Ldoke to my Chattels, and my Moneablcs,* Let Sences 
rule :Th« world is,Pitch and pay: trurt none: for Qathes 
arc Strawes, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes and hold-faft 
is the onely Dogge: My Ducke, therefore Caueto bee 
thy Counfailor. Goe, cleare thy Chryft?J!s. Yoke# 
fellowes in Aimes , let vs to France , like Woif^ 
— - - , ],..1„ , 7 i n_ leeches 


